THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
tone: "One hour nearer death." The next moment he sat
down and after a short silence continued his talk as merrily
as before. My father, to whom I described this scene, said that
he had often seen Master George do the same; that his mind
was filled with a presentiment of impending death, and with
all kinds of thoughts about the hereafter which sometimes
came suddenly to the surface in this strange way. My friend
never spoke to me about his dark premonitions. To me he
disclosed only the cheerful side of his nature and of his
" philosophy of life," although he never used so pompous an
expression as this. He frequently endeavored to show me how
little one requires to be happy in this world, and made his own
life serve as an example. He was a very poor man, accord-
ing to the usual understanding of the term. Fate had not
only refused him favors, but had in a certain sense persecuted
him. He did not deny that he had within himself the making
of something better than a mere cobbler, but his parents
thought they could make nothing else of him. And yet the
weakness of his eyes had robbed him even of the fitness for
cobbler's work and he had been, obliged to become an errand
runner in order to earn the daily bread for his wife and
children. But what would it avail to torment himself with
dark broodings over that which he might have been and was
not? The world was a beautiful world even for him, the
poor errand runner. He had en joyed, the good fortune of
associating with people who knew much more and were much
cleverer than himself. And every new idea thus opened to
him was a new delight. If he thought only of the pleasures
that life had given, instead of the sufferings that it had in-
flicted upon him, he saw reason to be content. In fact, all that
was required for earthly happiness was few wants and a good
conscience*

[38]his feet, exclaiming in a solemn
